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Which brcAthd this poyfon. 

King. Ragemuft be withftood : 

Giae me his gage* Lions make Leopards tame 
Mo»b . Yca,bu^otchang^ 

And I refigne my gage, my deare deare Lord; • 

Thepureit treafurc mortall times affoprd. 

Is fpotleife reputation, that away j 

Men ^rebut guildpdlpame,. and painted Clay • 

A lewell in a tenne times bard vp Chert, 

Is a bold Spirit in aloyall Brcaft. 

Mine Honour is my life, bpthgrow (n ogc; ' 

Take honour from me, apdmy Jifc is done.) 

Then (dcarc my Liege) mine Honour let me try ' I 
In that liiue, and for that will I die. 

fj‘ £r OC !?J you begin, 

ciSftr 0 d?fendj5\yjfqule f rpm fuch deepe linns I 

S haUIfceme Greft-fallc nin my fathers light? 

Or with pale bcgger-face impeach my hight. 

Before thisout-dardc daftard? Eremy tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo bace a parlce, my teeth fliall teare 
The ilauiih rnotiuc of recanting fc are, 

And ipit it bleeding in his highdifgrace, 

Where fhameffoth harbour, cuen fnMowbraiesface, 
King. W e were not borne to /lie, but to command* 
Vyhiclifin.ee \vp cannot doe, to makeyou frieuds, 

Be ready (as your, life fliall anfwerc it) 

At C oucntric vpon Sain t Lombards day ; 

There fliall your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
Lnefwcllingdiflerenceofyour fetlcd hate : f 

Sincewecannpt attt>neyou,you fliall fee 
Iuitice defigne the Vi&prs chiualric. 

Lord Marthall, command ®ur Officers at Armes, 
Be’readie to dired thefe home all armes. Ml 


Enter Iotmof Gaunt, with the Dutcbejfc cf Glocejler, 
_ Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodftocks blood, 
votli moue folicite me, then your exclaims 




To ftirreagainft the Butchers of his life. 

But fince corredion lyeth in thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot corred. 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heauen j 
Who when th ey fee the hower’s ripe on earth. 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades* 

Dutchejfe, Finds Brotherhood in thee no (harper (put f 
Hath loue in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feauen Sonnes , whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his fac red blood. 

Or feauen faire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feauen arc dryed by Natures courfc ; 

Some of thofe Branches by the Deftenies cut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefier , 

One Violl full of Edwards Cacred blood, 

One flouriihingBranch of his moft Roy all roote 
Is crad,and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxc. 

Ah Gaunt , his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe. 
That mettall, that felfe mould that faihioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liueft.and breathed,, 
Y thou flaine in him 4 thou doft confent 
Ifi v . e large irieafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die, 

_vho was the modell of thy Fathers life : 
a lt , not Patience, Gaunt, it is Difpaire, 

.< ering thus thy Brother to be flaughtred ; 

'hew eft the naked path-way to thy life, 
erne Murder how to butcher thee: 
lat which in meanemen we intitle Patience, 

^r-old Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

^ ball J lay ? to fafegard thine owne life, 

ay is, to vengc my Glocejlers death. 

Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 
meannoynted in his fight, 

^ufd his death ; the which if wrongfully, 
e auen reuenge, forlmay neuer lift 
B 
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